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"That fucking whore! Godamn.slut! muttered the tall, skinny boy as he drove his way through the crowd, a 
beer bottle in one hand and a tightened fist in the other. In his not so silent rage, he didn't see or hear anyone. 
He could only see the last image before his mental melt-down, that of Lars waving at him cheekily from the 
lap of another man over at the smoking patio. He would have forcibly retrieved him if he could only have 
trusted himself; in his state, it was better for all involved that he calm himself down. A few shots should help; 
they always do. 


There was another young man at the bar, who looked just as dejected as he, although considerably less 
furious. Rather, he had a world weary sort of look to his face, like whatever had happened to him tonight was 
something he could have seen coming a mile away. To James, this youth was a bit familiar, but he intelligently 


ordered a drink before venturing to speak to him. 


As he leaned with his back against the counter, the rim of the glass at his lips, he snuck his eyes to the 
other youth and caught him looking at him. The youth, peering out from beneath a thick fringe of honey- 
brown, quickly looked back into the crowd when he was caught, and pretended not to notice that James was 
staring right back at him, having taken his soothing shot. 


"Don't | know you from somewhere, kid?" James snapped, then licked the rough taste of whiskey from his lips. 


The brunette (he just had to be a fucking brunette, James thought bitterly) smirked and passed him a quick 
little look before turning his attention back to the crowd. His face fell a bit when he recognized one of the 
swaying bodies, this one with a few girls in tow. "I'm not sure," he said, a trace of bitterness in his voice that 


struck James as a bit odd. "But | know you." 


The blond scoffed and downed his beer, slamming the empty bottle on the counter. "Of course you fucking 
know who | am," he growled, without looking at the boy. "Who in fuck doesn't? Ahhh, what am | wasting my 


time on." 


"l'Il bet you know my friend," the brunette added quickly, just as James pushed off the bar, ready to leave. He 
bit his bottom lip, but only for an instant, as he ventured closer to this taller, and considerably more pissed 
off boy that didn't seem any older than himself. Instead of withering beneath James’ impatient, demanding 
glare, he beamed, eyes dancing. "He's about yea high," he said, putting the flat of his hand up by James' brow, 
just shy of brushing against his skin. "Fucks anything that moves, fights anyone else," he went on, his voice 
dripping with an ironic humor. Already James was paying attention, so he added with raised eyebrows, "Flame 


red hair?" 
"Yal" he exclaimed, pointing at him as he finally realized. "Junior, yal | thought you looked familiar.” 


David let out an embarrassed chuckle at the nickname, still amazed that it had caught on so tightly with, well, 
the rest of the world "Yup, that's me," he said, in part laughing at his own loss of words. Now that he had the 
attention of one of the two men he was strictly forbidden to ever speak of, much less to, he didn't know what 


to do. 


James followed him back to the bar and ordered a beer for them both. "So where's the fucker now?" he asked. 
His manner was rough, but David could tell he was loosening up a bit. Of course, that could have just been the 


booze.. 


Junior tried but couldn't hide all of his feelings as he answered through tight lips, "O, | dunno. Catching up with 
old friends, | guess." 


James looked at him carefully, inspecting him. While he had maintained occasional contact with Dave, he was not 
privy to his private life. Their once in a while trysts being as devoid of mundane, personal connections as 
possible, the two were little more than drinking buddies. Dave's fake friendliness and cold, perfunctory hugs 
made it all the more sad. So James would not have had any idea whether or not Dave had found someone all 


his own, and he knew better than to ever ask. 


David had every reason to feel uncomfortable. James was tearing him apart with his eyes, as a purely 
scientific discovery. As he dissected, he was uncovering facets of Dave's personality that might have slipped 
him in the past. Just from these few minutes James could already pick up on the boy's eagerness, his attitude 
that was easy going to the point of being eager to please. He was shy, yet had the courage to be coy with him 


earlier. He was reserved and volunteered no more information about him and Dave, and yet James felt he 


could already see right through him. 
Yep, this kind of kid was right up Dave's alley. James wondered how long this would last. 


A rice long drought of his beer and David's borderline sour expression melted back into something friendly. He 
gave James his full attention now and asked, "You're not alone tonight, are you?" Before James could answer, 


he muttered, "I mean, you're probably waiting for Lars, right?" 


James frowned. Was it really that obvious? Or did the redhead let it slip? In either case, it was still a sore 
subject. Just thinking of Lars made him painfully frustrated. James knew he could trust him, he knew he was 
just fucking around..right? 


"He can take care of himself," he grunted, and ordered another shot for himself. "You?" he asked. 


David was confused at first as to what he was asking, then said with a choked chuckle, "0, no thanks. | don't 
want to drink too much tonight.” 


James smirked while the bartender waited for his order. "Come on, Junior," he said, emphasizing the nick name. 


"IIl take care of you," he said softly. 
David's breath caught in his throat for a moment. "Sure you'll be able to take care of yourself?" 


"Hey, | can handle my liquor just fine," James scoffed, and turned to the bartender. "Gimme a Jack and Coke 


for me and my friend here." He turned to David. "I'm not Dave." 


While James’ back was turned, David grinned as much as he dared, and whispered under his breath, "I know." 
He and James clinked glasses and took a drink. For a while they didn't talk. They watched people passing by 
them, dancing, talking, one or two arguing in the dark corners of the room. This was an after party for a 
newly emerging band, and by now every one of the members was trashed, their heavy makeup soggy with 


sweat and splashed beer. 


Lars had said it would be a good idea to show up, as a sort of public relations thing. Supporting an up and 
coming band, he said. Too bad they hadn't first agreed what "supporting" really meant. 


He noticed David was staring into the crowd again, his eyes peering rather sorely at particular spots. But when 
James followed his line of sight, he didn't see any sign of Dave. Hell, no sign of Lars either. He took another 
drink He hadn't been too impressed by David's looks in the magazine clippings he saved, since he only kept them 
for one person. But seeing this guy in the flesh, well. Photos can never really capture a persor's..essence. 


"You think he's cheating on you, don't you?" James stated, not asked. 


David turned and stared at him with a horrified look though gritted teeth. 


"You're right, way too damn personal," James said, Turning his face away. "Sorry." 

"No," David sighed, though still with a guarded look on his face. "It's fine. Go ahead and ask me whatever you 
want." He then smiled weakly, his eyes looking very tired for the first time that night. "I'll answer what | want 
to answer." 

James nodded, his brow furrowed. "Sounds fair." 


"As long as | get to ask you some things too," he added, with a deadly seriousness to his voice. 


James answered with a hard look and another gulp of his glass, emptying it. "Shoot. But answer my question 


first." He smirked. "If you want to." 


David breathed in deeply and leaned against the bar, facing James fully. "If you go by his rules, then no, he's 
not cheating," he stated flatly. 


"And what about your rules?" 


He cast his eyes to the floor and laughed. "Not that it matters at all, but yes, I'd definitely call it cheating." He 


gazed at the floor, all humor gone. "Can | get another drink?" 


"0 sure," James said quickly, turning to order him another Bacardi mix. He handed the perspiring glass to 
Junior, and waited for the brunette to take a sip before asking, "So what do you do about it?" 


David looked at him with a slightly angry confusion, as if that were a stupid question. Or perhaps one that 
should never be asked. "What can | do? He's gonna do whatever the Hell he wants. Surely you know that." 


James laughed, "Ya, | do." He quickly dropped his scoffing expression to be serious again, worried about 
offending David. David smiled in spite of himself. James felt more comfortable, and he had to admire the boy 
for being so open about such a sensitive subject with a stranger. 

Strangers with a common, very strong link.. 

James felt, and perhaps this was from the booze, a very strong protective, almost paternal feeling towards 
David, but he didn't want to lecture. Who was he to talk to someone about his relationship problems when he 


couldn't manage his own? 


David let the taste of another swig moisten his lips before turning to James with a piercingly clear gaze. "My 


turn," he warned. 


James shrugged. "Let ‘er rip.” 


David paused. He could ask a lot of things, and there was no guarantee any number of them would be 
answered. Just from the blond's attitude a few minutes ago he figured he didn't need to ask any more about 
Lars, at least not right now. "Were you and Dave together?" he asked, his eyes slightly narrowed. 


James cleared his throat and avoided David's eyes. "How much has he told you?" he demanded. 

"Answer my question first," David said, unflinching, then he smirked. "That is, if you want to." 

James watched his eyes for any sign of..anything. Maybe David would feel jealous or possessive if he knew the 
truth. Maybe he'd decide to designate James as the scape goat. But James realized that was something he'd do 
if he were in David's situation, with a bit of shame. He had no right to assume someone else would act like him. 
Still, it was hard to read David's expression, and he took the chance. "It's always been me and Lars," he said, 
facing the crowd. "He was my first, and he'll be my last" A pause, and he took another sip, feeling David's eyes 
on him, waiting. James listened to his conscience enough to look David in the eyes when he added, “But me and 
Dave did get really close for a while there, yes. And to answer your next question, no. We don't..do anything like 
that anymore." He sighed. "After he left, it was over." 

David gazed at James, his expression softening. "Do you still think about him?" 

James frowned. "Hey, one at a time, buddy!" he protested. 

David smiled. “Sorry. Its your turn right?" 

"Godamn right," James grumbled at the boy's amusement. "Trying to pull a fast one on me." He smoothed back 
some rogue curls and focused on the crowd for a moment. "Have you ever cheated on him?" he asked 


carefully, giving him a sideways glance. 


"No," David said, shaking his head, and James could tell he was being honest. A bit sad, too. Or maybe that was 
the booze making him imagine things. 


"Would you?" 


A soft blush colored the ex-farm boy's cheeks as he cast his gaze to the floor. "H's supposed to be my turn,’ 
he said. 


Without matching David's shy smile, James gestured with a glass laden hand for him to continue. "Go on, then" 
"Well | guess this is less of a question and more of an observation," David said into his glass. It was almost 
empty. "And l'm not making any assumptions about him, but if | were..ignoring you like Lars is," he trailed off 


to look at James, making sure he wasn't going too far. 


"Don't need to fucking sugar coat it," James grunted. "Go on" 


"Well, let's just say if | weren't following Dave around like a lost puppy, he'd split my lip," he said with dry 
humor, and looked up at James. "Why do you let Lars get away with it?" 


James took a drink, and took his time, all the while studying David, and feeling the twinge of his words. "I'm not 
Dave," he said at last. 


"Ya," David breathed, his focus on his now empty glass. 


"Same question as before," David heard James ask, and he didn't say anything for a while, just swirled the few 
dark drops of liquid around the bottom of his glass. "If you weren't scared of getting caught, | mean, would you 
do it? Would you cheat?" 


"Are you coming on to me?" David looked up to ask 
James smirked. "It's not your turn, Junior." His gaze was unflinching. 


David stared for a moment, then slammed his glass on the counter and took off. James felt more than guilt 
for having distressed that fragile looking young man he'd only just met; he felt that David was more than that. 
He was his one link to Dave, his only surviving chance to console with the past, as Dave had cut him off. They 


even had the same name, for Christ's sake. 


But even as James pushed through the crowd, desperately trying to keep the fleeing David in his sights, he 
knew that was the least of his concerns. He didn't want to lose sight of David; he wasn't sure why, and he 


didn't care. 


He followed him to the bathroom. David gave him a terrified look as he backed up into the mirror behind him, 
the one stall to his side, and watched him lock the door behind him. Careful not to look intimidating, James 
hunched himself over a bit to appear shorter and did not come any closer. "Hey, man," he said. "Dude, | 
wasn't." he fumbled, then shoved his hands in his pockets. "Look, I'm sorry if | made you uncomfortable. | 


wasn't trying to, you know." 


David walked closer to him, his face set in a look of deep concern, his hands in something close to fists at his 
sides. He eyed James carefully, noting how he held his ground as he got closer. Slowly he lifted a hand to 
James' back and pressed his lips onto the other's, then drew back with wide eyes, curious to see James’ 


reaction. 

"Godamn, Junior," James breathed. 

"Don't call me that," David said, still standing close to James. He then pressed his back against the wall, his 
eyes focused on James. "That's his name for me. And you're not him" David let out a suppressed breath, 


flinching into the wall as James stepped closer to him. "Are you?" 


James dragged a hand across David's throat softly, his fingertips grazing the skin, passing through thick 


tresses of hair that were in the way. He brought his lips closer, just barely passing over David's brow, his lips 


tickled by the boy's bangs. "No," he said in a husky voice when he brought his lips down to David's ear. 


There they both were, both of them discarded for the night by their significant others, momentarily left on 
their own. Neither of them having anything to do with each other except for the fact they had a common link: 
Dave, who controlled them both, just in different ways. By tracing his tongue along David's lips, James was 
tasting the man that had replaced him in Dave's life, and by relaxing into James’ arms, David was feeling first 
hand the pleasure his lover had never told him about. 


When James slipped his hands to David's jeans, the brunette pushed his hands off and pressed further into the 


wall. 
James cooed, "You don't need to be scared. He'll never find out about this." 
David whined, biting his lip, but let his hands drop to his sides. "Y-you don't feel bad about this?" 


James slid his hand up David's shirt, letting his fingers crawl along the grooves of his spine. He gripped David 
by the hip, his free hand tracing along the skin at his nape, his cheek stroking against David's. The brunette 
was sagging in his grip and yet there was a strange energy burning within him. "I have no idea where the fuck 
my boyfriend is," he growled in David's ear, and gave the lobe a little bite. "I just know we're gonna be up till 
morning fighting.” His hands gently persuaded David's legs to spread. "I still haven't gotten over losing that 
asshole and l'm making out with his fucking boy toy." James took a firm grip of David's hair, and his throat 
rumbled with a satisfied growl at the eager desire in David's eyes. "So ya, | do feel bad about this. | feel like a 
fucking snake." His hand stroked along David's crotch over the tight jeans. "Feel lower than dirt” His lips nipped 
at David's neck. "What about you?" 


David leaned back, exposing his throat more for him. His skin shuddered beneath James’ touch, and the 


moistness of his mouth. "I don't care," he moaned. 


James dragged both hands through David's hair and kissed him, overtaking his mouth with his own, sneaking his 
tongue inside. While David may have let his mouth hang slack and passive for Dave, he was more ballsy with 
James. He kissed back, experimenting, as if for the first time, how it felt to kiss someone as aggressively as 
he himself was so used to being kissed. Instead of being bitten or yelled at, David was encouraged to explore 
further. James did not slap his hands away when they ventured in his pants, nor did he retaliate when the 
brunette bit down on his lip. 


James pushed himself closer against David, rubbing his crotch against the other's until they were both 
moaning loudly, their fingers clawing at each other's shirts. As David's breathing grew to a desperate pitch, he 
slowed down. He stopped finally, his hands on the wall at either side of David's head, his face not even an inch 
away. "We can't go any farther than this," he said in a low growl. 


David whined, but didn't argue. 


lm not Dave," James said. "And neither are you." He lightly prodded David's nose. 


David smiled, blushing slightly, and felt the sudden absence of James’ touch like a pain. They looked at each 
other for a moment, a surge of understanding passing between the two strangers, as they both went to work 
straightening themselves up. 


Once his hair was fixed to his satisfaction, David went to the door and unlocked it. But he felt a hand at his 
shoulder just as he was about to open the door. He turned to face James, his lips slightly parted, ready for 
anything. 


James gazed at him firmly. "Just one more question, David. Do you love him?" 
David's lips set tight as he stared hard into James’ eyes. "With all my heart," he said, meaning it. 


As if David had passed a test, James nodded with a grunt, and leaned in closer. "Take care of him for me?" he 
whispered, and kissed David on the cheek before letting him go. David smiled at him sweetly before heading out, 


leaving James alone in the bathroom. 


Just in case Dave might have been out there, James waited a few minutes before leaving the bathroom. The 
last thing he wanted to do was get that nice kid in trouble. He sighed as he realized he was left with his own 
problems yet again, and even though he wasn't sure what Lars was doing, he still felt painfully guilty for what 
he had done with the farm boy. 


He didn't make it far through the crowd before he felt arms wrap around his waist. It was Lars, with his hair 
a mess, with another man's lipstick smeared on his lips, and with a yearning look to his eyes. "James," he 


urged, holding James by the waist with hesitation. "I wasn't trying to blow you off.." 


James knew this very issue would come up again. It always did. Even right then, as he felt his lover's hands 
grip him by the waist and stared into anxious eyes, James felt his heart quicken with a very familiar 
frustration But he remembered David's words. He remembered that he loved Lars "with all his heart." So at 
least for tonight, at least for right now, that's all he cared about. "Don't worry about it," he said, squeezing his 


arm around Lars’ shoulders. "Ready to go?" 

"Ya," Lars said with a smile, and pressed his face into James’ chest. 

As James moved through the crowd, with a warm body close against his, he noticed a light red mess of hair a 
few heads apart. His heart pounded to see his old band mate, and sometimes bed mate, but he saw David in 


the redhead's arms now. For a brief moment James and David found each other's gaze, and they cast each 


other an understanding smile, and then went their separate ways. 


THE END 


